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We Build the Ladder by which We Rise
I COUNT this thing to be grandly true.
That a noble deed is a step toward God,
Lifting the soul from the common sod
To a purer air and a broader view.
We hope, we aspire, we resolve, we trust,
When the morning calls us to life and light,
But our hearts grow weary, and, ere the night,
Our lives are trailing the sordid dust*
Only in dreams is a ladder thrown
From the weary earth to the sapphire walls ;
But the dream departs, and the vision falls.
And the sleeper wakes on his pillow of stone.
Heaven is not reached at a single bound :
But we build the ladder by which we rise
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies.
And we mount to its summit round by round.
Josiah Gilbert Holland
Isle of Beauty, Fare Thee Well
r^ HA:DES of evening close not o'er us,
C3  Leave our lonely bark awhile ;
Morn, alas !  will not restore us
Yonder dim and distant isle.
Still my fancy can discover
Sunny spots where friends may dwell |
Darker shadows round us hover,
Isle of Beauty, fare thee well 1
Tis the hour when happy faces
Smile around the taper's light;
Who will fill our vacant places ?
Who will sing our songs tonight ?
Through the mist that floats above us
Faintly sounds the vesper bell,
Like a voice from those who love us,
Breathing fondly, Fare thee well!
When the waves are round me breaking,
As I pace the deck alone,
Ajid my eye is vainly seeking
Some green leaf to rest upon |
When on that dear land I ponder,
Where my old companions dwell,
Absence makes the heart grow fonder^
Isle of Beauty, fare thee well!
Thomas Haynes Bayly